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SIXTEENTH ODE 


SECOND BOOK 


HORACE 


IMIFATED 
I 
ASE is the drowning Sailors Cry, 
In the wide Adriatick toſt; 


When now no friendly Port is nigh, 


And fight of ev'ry Star is loſt. 
II. 


The Swiſs ſworn Enemy to Peace, 


Germania's Sons to Camps inur'd, 
Oft' wiſh midſt their Fatigues for Eaſe ; 

Eaſe, not to be with Gems procur'd. : 
2 B . 1e 
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III. 
To ſtill the Tumults of the Soul, 
Riches are vain and uſeleſs Things; 
Nor can the Uſher's Rod controul 
Thoſe Cares, that haunt the Courts of Kings. 


IV. 
That Man alone is truly bleſt, 
Who's eaſy with his little Store; 
Baſe fears ne er diſcompoſe his Reſt, 
Nor baſer Thirſt of getting more. 


V. 
Recall thy diſtant Views, weak Man, 
Nor let thy Mind on Follies roam ; 
Thy Life, remember, 's but a Span, 
Why are thy Thoughts ſo far from home? 


VI. 
Why will the Wretch his Country run? 
Vain are his Hopes Abroad to find 
Repoſe ; or there his Cares to ſhun, 
Since he can't leave himſelf behind. 
"= VII. What 


o Do XVI Boox II. 7 


VII. 


What tho' we mount the Racer's breed, 
Or board the Veſſel under Sail? 
The Roe muſt yield to Care for Speed, 
Whoſe Pace prevents the driving Gale. 


VIII. 
The preſent Time beſure t' enjoy, 


Since that alone is in your Pow'r; 
Your Mirth let no ſad Thoughts deſtroy, 
Of what may be another Hour. 
IX. | 
S EpwaRD in 's Prime was cropt by Death, 
His Father lingred Life away ; 


And Fate, which now demands your Breath, 


May add to mine another Day. 


X. 
You, born to an immenſe Eſtate, 


And bleſt with all this World can give, 
(Advantages denied by Fate 
To me) in State and Splendour Live? | | 


B 2 XI, Whilſt 
® The Black Paixcz. 
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XI. 

Whilſt J, tho' F ortune on me Frown, 
Can in a Song my Thoughts convey, 
Deſpiſe the Chicr-Chare of the Town, 

Nor heed what Fools or Coxcombs ſay, 
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The FIFTEENTH ODE 
Of the FIRST BOOK of 


H O R A CE. 


TRANSLA T E D. 
I. 
8 Faithleſs Paris o'er the Seas 
Her EN his beauteous Prize conveys, 
Old Nereus damps his Joy; 
He Mills che Wind, He c. calms the Deep, 
Then, whilſt all Nature ſeems aſleep, 
Thus Sings the Fates 0 of Troy. 
II. 
With Gops averſe to Phryg:a's Land 


You lead, whom Greece will ſoon Demand, 


In Arms upon your Shore ; 
Sworn One and All neer to forlake 
The Fight, ill chis your Match they break, 
And Priam's Realm 8 no more, 
| III. Behold 


"=o OvDmsz XV. Booxsx I. 


5 III. 

Behold the Men! in what a Heart ? 
Behold the Horſes! how they Sweat? 
What Ruin to thy Nation ? 
Pallas with Chariot, Helm, and Shield, 
In Wrath already takes the Field, 
And Threats your Deſolation. 


IV. 
Preſuming on ſoft Venus Care, 


Tho' ſafe awhile, to pleaſe the Fair 
You ſummon all your Art; 
Now bid your Hair in Ringlets play, 
Now tune your Harp and chant ſome Lay 
That Captivates her Heart: 
bo 
Coop'd in your Chamber, tho' you fear 
Nor the light Dart, nor heavy Spear, 
And Ajax Pace defy; 
Yet know that one Day fall you muſt, 
Tho late it be, and ſoil'd in Duſt 
Thoſe beauteous Curls muſt lie, 
VI. NesToR, 


Opn AV. Boorz Ek 
VI. 


NESTOR, ULXSsSs ES, doſt not ſee? 
Confuſion to thy Race and Thee: 
Bold Teucer with his Bow 
Hunts Thee ; and Sthenelus well {kill'd 
With Horſe or Foot to take the Field ; 
Merion too thou'lt know. 
VII. 
Behold Tydides all on Fire, 

And braver than his valiant Sire, 
Purſues thee midſt the Fight; 
Him, as a Stag the Wolf, with Fear 
Panting you'll fly; Ah! to your Dear 
You promis'd no ſuch Sight, 

VIII. 
AcHILLES' Wrath may ſtay your Fate, 
And give to Troy a longer Date, 
Yet once Ten Winters paſt 
The Time is come ; ſo Fate requires, 
And the juſt Gods ; that Grecian fires 
Shall Jian burn at laſt, 


The 
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The NINTH ODE 
Of the FOURTH BOOK of 


L 
HORACE 
TRANSLATED. 
. 
MAG INE nor what Bere I Write, 
Will ſtrait be loſt in endless Night, 
Becauſe the Method 's New ; | 
The Bays tho' Home juſtly claim, 
To Pindar, and Alceus Name 
You'll grant their Praiſe 1 is due. 
II. 
Simonides, Anacreon's Rhyme 
Has yet withſtood the Force of Time, 
Sportive as is his Thought; 
Paſſion ſtill breaths throughout the Whole, 
Each Line inſpires, and lives the Soul 
Of what ſoft Sappho wrote. 


III. HeLEN 


Ons IX. Boox IV. I 3 
III. 
HELEN was not the only Fair 
Doating on Lace, and Powder'd Hair, 
And dazled with a Train ; 
| þ Teucer to o, tho' the firſt we know, 
Was not the firſt that drew a Bow, 
On the Embattled Plain. 
IV. 
Thon was not the only Town 
Harraſs'd with War, by War o'erthrown : 
. Nor, Capaneus, thy Heir, F 
And great Idomeneus of | Crete, 


The only Two whoſe Wars were meet 
To be the Musz's Care. 


TT 

HecToR was not the firſt who ſtood 
With his bold Brother bath'd in Blood ; 

Each Prodigal of Life, 
And bravely fighting in the Field 
From all the Woes of War to ſhield 

His Children and His Wife, 

C VI, Many 


14 ODER IX 'Boox IV. 
| VI. 
Many brave Men, as worthy praiſe, 
Liv'd before Agamemnor's days ; 
But all are dead to Fame, 
For want of ſacred Bards, in Verſe 
Their glorious Actions to rehearſe, 
And eternize their Name. 
VII. 
From ſloth but little differs worth, 
While to the World ic ſhines not forth ; 
Therefore ſhall not, my Friend, 
In this my Verſe denied a place, 
Thy Labours unregarded paſs, 
And in Oblivion end. 
VIII. 


A Soul thou haſt by Nature great 
Suiced to ev'ry various State, 

Which nought can diſcompoſe; 
When thou'rt his judge, the Villain fears; 
Money which ſway o'er all thing bears, 
No Influence on thee knows, 


IV. Other 


ODE IX. BOOK VI. 15 


IX. 
Others fulfill their Vear aſſign'd, 


| Thou till art Conſul in thy mind; 
And judges juſt and free, 
1 When ſcorning Bribes, their way they force, 
| Through all that would obſtruct their Courſe 
Have only copied Thee. 


X. 
Is any Lord of an Eſtate? 


Call him not happy; he's but great; 
Or, would you not abuſe it, 

Boldy to him the Term apply, 

Who ſhares each Blefling of the Sky 
With wiſdom how to uſe it. 


XI. 

Who pinching Poverty can bear, 

To whom a ſhameful act is far 

| More horrible than Death; 

Who ill is ready to defend 
Wich Life his Country or his Friend, 
And ſmiling yield his Breath. 

C3 The 
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The NINETEENTH ODE. 
Of the THIRD BOOK of | 


HORACE 


| TRANSLATED. 

| H E Space 'twixt Inachus his reign, 
4 And Codrus for his Country ſlain ; 
| The Battles fought round ſacred Troy, 
And Macus, your Pen employ. 

Yet not a word, I think, you've faid, 
How the beſt Claret's to be had: 
You name no Sign, appoint no Street, 
Where in an Ev'ning Friends may meet; 
Nor reckon up how much *cwill coſt 
This Weather to keep out the Froſt. 
To the New-Moon, Boy, quick, a Glaſs; 
Nor ſhall undrank the Midnight paſs ; 


Another to Murana ſtrait, 


The Augur's Health, Boy, muſt not wait, 
Ng 


ODE XIX. BOOK III. 17 


No flicking here; take off your Wine; 
The Rule of Drinking's Three or Nine: 
The Muſe's Bouzy Votr'y, ſee ! 
Calls for his Glaſſes three times three : 

The Youth of Grace ne'er ventures four, 
Three are his Stint nor takes he more. 

I'm for a night on't; put it round; 

Why don't the Horns and Trumpets ſound ? 
Their ſtrings why don't the Raſcals ſtrike? 
All lazy Fidlers I diſlike, 

Drawer be quick, ſome Roſes there; 

We'll have our frolick out nor care | 0 
Tho' Lycis and the Neighbours hear. 

Thee, Telephus, with thy curl'd Hair 
Charming; Thee, like the Ev'ning, Fair, 
Chloe juſt ripe courts to her Arms, 
And me my Glyc'ra's Beauty warms. 


The 
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The Ninty ODE 
| Of the SECOND BOOK of 


HORACE 


| TRANSLATED. 
I. | 

HOWRS don't till drench the Thirſty Plain, 
Nor Guſts of Wind ſtill toſs the Main; 
Each Month throughout. the Year 
| ' Armenia's Icicles don't laſt, 
Nor Trees ſtill bend with Boreas blaſt 

Or of their Leaves ſtand bare. 

5 100 

But you your Mes Death deplore, - 


Nor give your mournful Numbers o'er, 
Whether the parting Day 
Fair Veſper cloſe; or Morning near, 
He fly the Sun, and diſappear 
Before his ſtronger Ray. 
III. Yer 


ODE IX. Boox I. 19 


III. 
Yet, for his Darling's Loſs, in tears 
Old Neftor ſpent not all his Years: 
Nor did his Friends of Troy 
Still inconſolable remain 
For Troilus ſtretcht on the Plain 
Untimely yet a Boy. 
IV. 
Then ceaſe theſe plaints, and in your Verſe, 
Rather great CzsaR's acts rehearſe; Fn 
Draw to his conqueſts join'd 
Th' Euphrates humbled as it runs: 
Nipbates ſnows : and Scythia's Sons 
To narrow Bounds confin'd, 


The 
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The FIRST ODE. 
Of the SECOND BOOK of © 


HORACE 


TRANSLATED. 
| . 
NA UR civil Diſcords you relate, 
That from Aetellus take their Date; 
Each Party's Faults declare, 
What Pleas were for their Conduct brought, 
What Steps were took, e'er yet they fought 
And came to open War. 
II. 
The Sport of Fortune, ſtill a Cheat, 
The faithleſs Friendſhips of the Great, 
And Arms diſtain'd with Gore 
Unexpiated you Sing ; and tread, 
Dang'rous as tis, where Aſhes ſpread 


Hot Embers cover o'er. 
III. Awhile 


ODE I Boox II. 21 


III. 
Awhile the Theatre forbear, 
And make the Muſes leſs your Care; 
When once the Publick Peace 
Is by your Means reſtor'd, anew 
Th' important Theme you ſhall purſue, 
In Strains that equal Greece. 
IV. 
If Pollio in theit Cauſe appears, 
Dejected Culprits loſe their fears ; 
Senates with Joy attend 
To thy Advice ; while for thy Head 
Chaplets of Lawrel ne'er to fade 
 Dalmatick Conqueſts ſend. 
V. 

Now the Horn's hoarſer Threats I hear; 
Now the ſhrill Trumpets ſtrike my Ear ; 
Now Steeds with wild affright 

Start at the Sun's reflected Blaze, 
As on their Rider's Arms it plays, 
'And blinds their dazled Sight, 
D VI. Now 
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VI. | 
Now midſt the Battle's Rage and Heat 
Heroes I ſee, with Duſt and Sweat 
Gloriouſly ſoil'd and foul ; 
The World by dint of Arms o'erthrown, 
And brought the Victor's Cauſe to own, 
All, all but Caro's Soul. 
VII. 


Juno, and ev'ry Guardian Pow'r, 


That quitted Africk heretofore, 
Too weak her Sons to ſave ; 


1 
” 1 


Ample Revenge at length have ta'en, 
And the proud Victor's Offspring ſlain 
In Heaps on Fugurth's Grave. 
VIII. 

Each Field, a Field of Sepulchres, 
Fat with our Gore, atteſts our Wars; 
The Mede has underſtood 

Heſperia's Fall; whilſt ev'ry Sea, 
Each Gulph, each Stream, each Coaſt we ſee 


Diſcolour'd with our Blood. 
F IX, But 


ODE I. Boox II. 


IX. 
But hold, raſh Muſe; nor quit your Mirth 
For ſolemn Strains of Cean Birth ; 
Chooſe ſome leſs tragick Theme ; 
In a cool Grot with me, your Lays 
Adapt to gay Dione's Praiſe, 
Or gayer Yenus Name, 
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The EIdATEENTH O D E 


Of the SECOND BOOK of 


OAK 
TRANSLATED. 


| ITHIN my Houſe no Roofs have I, 
Of glitt'ring Gold or Ivory; 


Hymettian Beams I cannot boaſt, 

By Columns propt from Afr:c}'s Coaſt ; 
Nor have I ſeiz'd on A/ia's throne, 

My Title doubtful and unknown; 

Nor does my Clients Coſt and Care 
Provide rich Purples for my Wear ; 
Honeſt I am; of Wit I've ſtore, + 

And the Rich court me tho' I'm poor, 
Juſt plac'd above the reach of Want, 
Nought more I teize the Gods to grant; 
Nought more of my great Friend requeſt, 
In my ſmall Farm ſupremely bleſt. 


Day 


OD = XVIII. Boox II 23 


Day follows cloſe and drives on Day, 
New Moons too haſten to decay : 
Marbles and Stones your Boſom ſhare 


No thoughts of Death eer enter there, 
Or check your Schemes; and tho' you have 


One Foot already in the Grave, 

The Batan Beach, at any Charge, 

Too ſmall at preſent, you enlarge ; 

What, that you ſtill remove his Bounds, 
Encroaching on your Neighbour's Grounds ? 


_ Whilſt Husband, Wife, and Children too, 


Nay &'en the Gods turn out for you. 
Yet each rich owner, after all, 

Muſt quit his own for Pluto's Hall; 
Which for a Truth, fince we allow, 
What ſignifies all this adoe? 
His Length and Breadth we give the Poor, ö 


And Sons of Kings can have no more. 
With Charon, Craft or Gold are vain, | 


To bribe a Paſſage back again; | 


Prometheus \| 
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Prometheus, Tantalus, we find L 

And his proud Race, by him confin'd. 
Soon as the poor Man's Labour ends, 
Call'd or not call'd he ſtill attends. 
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The TwenTYninta ODE 
Of the THIRD BOOK of 


HORACE, 


TRANSLATED. 
I. 
PRUNG from the Royal Tuſcan Line 
Dear Friend, a Caſk of mellow Wine 
Ne'er broach'd awaits your Taſte ; 
The Ointment's ready for your Hair, 
For Roſes too I've taken Care, 


Let nought retard your Haſte. 

| \ © 4 

From Tig, Tuſculum's proud Height, "8 
And AÆſalæ withdraw your Sight; 
Leave, what too often cloys, 

Your Plenty ; quit your ſtately Dome, 

And ceaſe to admire in happy Rome | 

Her Hurry, Smoke, and Noiſe. | 

III. 'Tis 


28 O PDE VIII. BO OE II. 


III. 
Tis oft a Pleaſure to the Great, 
| For ſome Time to put off their state; 
In a ſmall Cott e er now 
A Treat of plain and homely Fare 4 
Has from their Boſom baniſh'd Care, 
N And clear'd their clouded Brow. 
| IV. 
| His hidden Fire now Cepheus ſhows, 
Now Leo rages, Procyon glows, 


The Sun now brings hot Days ; 
Whilſt the Stream's Side, or Tuft of Trees 
Faint Cattle ſeek, tho' ſcarce a Breeze 

Along the River ſtrays. 

V. 
The City's Welfare's all your Care, 
For her alone you ſeem to fear, 

Leaſt Perſias diſtant Lands 
Should for the Field their Troops prepare, 
And Tanais, to join the War, 

Send forth his reſtleſs Bands, 

VI. Future 


ODE XXIX. Boox III. 


VI. 

Future Events, in darkeſt Night, | 
Wiſe Providence from human Sight, 
Has purpoſely conceaPd ; 

And Smiles, whene'er preſumptuouſly 
Into thoſe Things we ſtrive to pry, 
That muſt not be reveal'd. 

VII. 
The preſent Time yours only deem, 
Futurity 1s like a Stream ; 
Now ſtealing to the Main, 


Now rolling with impetuous Sweep 


Scones, Trees, Herds, Houſes to the Deep, 


When, ſwoln with ſudden Rain, 
VIII. 
It's wonted Bounds it riſes o'er, 
The Country ecchoing with it's Roar, 
Still unconcerri'd he'll be, | 
And his own Maſter, who can fay 
Each Ev'ning, I have liv'd to Day : 


To-Morrow Jove, for me, 


29 
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III. 
Tis oft a Pleaſure to the Great, 


For ſome Time to put off their State; 85 
In a ſmall Cott e er now 
A Treat of plain and homely Fare 4 
Has from their Boſom baniſh'd Care, 
And clear'd their clouded Brow. 
IV. 
His hidden Fire now Cepheus ſhows, 


Now Leo rages, Procyon glows, | 
| 


The Sun now brings hot Days ; . 
Whilſt the Stream's Side, or Tuft of Trees 
Faint Cattle ſeek, tho ſcarce a Breeze 
h Along the River ſtrays. 
i V. 
The City's Welfare's all your Care, 

{ For her alone you ſeem to fear, 

Leaſt Perſia's diſtant Lands 
Should for the Field their Troops prepare, 
And Tanais, to join the War, 

Send forth his reſtleſs Bands, 


VI. Future 


ODE XXIX. Boox III. 


VI. 

Future Events, in darkeſt Night, 
Wiſe Providence from human Sight, 
Has purpoſely conceal'd ; 

And Smiles, whene'er preſumptuouſly 
Into thoſe Things we ſtrive to pry, 
That muſt not be reveal'd. 
VII. 
The preſent Time yours only deem, 
F uturity is like a Stream ; 
Now ſtealing to the Main, 


Now rolling with impetuous Sweep 


Scones, Trees, Herds, Houſes to the Deep, 


When, ſwoln with ſudden Rain, 
VIII. 
It's wonted Bounds it riſes o'er, 
The Country ecchoing with it's Roar, 
Still unconcern'd he'll be, | 
And his own Maſter, who can fay 
Each Ev'ning, I have liv'd to Day : 
To-Morrow' ove, for me, 


29 
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IX. 
May let the Sun his Beams diſplay, 
Or veil in Clouds his chearing Ray; 


Yet ſhall he not make vain 


That, to which Time has ſet his Seal, 
This he wants Power to repeal, 


Nor ſhall undoe again. 
X. 
Fortune, ſtill bent to Tyrannize, 
And Sport with human Miſeries, 
Frail Honours now on me 
Unſparingly beſtows, and then 
Her Gifts reſuming ſhifts the Scene, 
And grows as kind to thee. 
0. 
She's Welcome while ſhe deigns to ſtay, 
If ſhe takes Wing, and flies away, 
Her Favours I reſign. 
Wrapt up in Virtue, no Reward 
I court, no Dowry I regard, 
So I but make her mine, 
XII, When 


ODE XXIX. BOOK III. 31 


XII. 
When ſtrong Weſt-Winds the Deep deform, 
And the Maſt groans beneath the Storm, 
The Scene affects not me; 
Bart'ring with Heav'n, let others fly 
To Pray'rs and Vows; no Wares have 1 
T' enrich the greedy Sea. 
XIII. 
Tho' Dangers roll on ev'ry Side, 
Safe in my Skiff, I'll ſtem the Tide, 
And brave the wild Uproar ; 
Till, with a timely ſpringing Gale, 
The Twins of Leda ſwell my Sail 
And waft me to the Shore. 


E 2 
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The EIGHTH ODE 
Of the THIRD BOOK of 


OA CE 


TRANSLATED. 
I, 
* Friend and Linguiſt, you'll enquire, 
When Flow'rs and Incenſe here you ſee, 
What means the Altar and the Fire ? 
And what's the Firſt of March to me? 
| 1 


No marri'd Man I am, tis true; 


Vet for my Life preſerv'd this Day, 
A Feaſt and Milk-white Goat is due 
To Bacchus which my Vow I pay. 


III. 
This Day, a Feſtival each Year, 


Shall broach a Caſk ; which by its Date 
The rip'ning Smoke began to bear, 

When Tullus ſway'd the Roman State. 
IV. Your 


ODE VIII Boox III. 33 


IV. 
Your Friend's alive, then drink away ; 
Untill To-morrow's Dawn appear; 
The Taper ſhall ſupply the Day; 
We'll have no Noife or Quarrels here. 
V. 
About the City ceaſe your Care; 
The Dacian Cotiſo is ſlain; 
The Medes, amongſt themſelves at War, 
Wich one another heap the Plain. 


VI. 
Tho' long ſhe brav'd our Force in Fight, 


To Chains at laſt Cantabria yields; 
The Scythians too prepare for Flight, 
Unſtring their Bows, and quit the Fields. 


V1” 
Awhile the Miniſter forget; 


To preſent Mirth alone attend ; 
To others leave the Cares of State ; 


Enjoy your Battle and your Friend. 


The 
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The FrFTEENTH ODE 
Of the THIRD BOOK of 


HORACE 


IMITATED. 


| he Shame ! your Follies all give o'er, 
Unleſs too ſoon you deem Threeſcore ; 


Adieu to Gallantry and Airs, 
Think on your End, and mind your Pray'rs. 
Are you fit Company for Girls ? 


As fit as Whiting's Eyes for Pearls ; 
A hundred Things your Bett may do 


With Grace, which loſe that Grace 1n you : 


From Houſe to Houſe tho' Sixteen roam, 


Yet Sixty ſure may ſtay at Home, 
What if the Step her Beauty warms ? 
And gives each Feature double Charms ? 
Muſt 


OD XV. Boor I 


Muſt you too preſently advance? 
And limping hobble out a Dance ? 
Your Silks then wiſely lay aſide; 


Go veil in Norwich Crape your Pride; 


Yer ſtill methinks your Head's too gay; 
Thoſe Ribbands may be thrown away: 


For know, tho' Wine moſt Palates pleaſe, 
Yet few Folks chooſe to drink the Lees. 
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The TENTH ODE 
Of the SECO TVD BOOK of 


HO R A CE-. 


TRANSLATED. 


I. 
HE fafeſt Way thro' Life to ſteer, 


Is neither ſtill ro choſe the Deep, 


Nor, whilſt impending Storms we fear, 
Too near the ſhelfy Shore to creep, 


II. 
Whoe'er obſerves the Golden Mean, 


To Wiſdom and her Rules attends ; 
Small tho' it be, his Houſe is clean; 


Nor raifes envy in his Friends. 


III. 
With ev'ry Wind the Cedar tall 


Is ſeen to bend ; the Tower's height 
Serves only to increaſe it's Fall, 


And Bolts from Jove on Mountains light, 
IV. The 


Ore . Bout 


IV. 


The Man prepar'd for Fortune's Wiles, 


Her Frowns thro' Hope diſdains to fear; 


Bur if ſhe change her Face to Smiles, 


'Tis then he thinks ſome Danger near. 


V. 

Now ſtormy Winter ve brings on, 
Obſcuring Phebus* chearful Ray; 
Now with his Nod the Clouds are gone, 
The Sun breaks out, and all is gay. 

VI. 


The preſent Hour may Sorrow bring ; 
But therefore muſt the next do fo ? 


The Muſes don't ſtill ſtrike the String, 
Nor ſtill Apollo bend his Bow. 
VII. 
In Times of Danger play the Man; 
If driven by too ſtrong a Gale, 
Make the beſt Uſe of it you can, 
And wiſely furl your ſwelling Sail. 
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The TüIRTEENTH OD E. 


Of the FIRST BOOK of 


ORA C E 


TRANSLATED. 

| HEN Miſs you praiſe my Rival's Charms, 

| His roſy Cheeks, and well turn'd Arms ; 

| My rifing Spleen I ſcarce contain, 

| N Nor Senſe nor Colour then remain; 

| Tears ſtealing from me too, betray, 

b With what flow Fires I waſte away: 

1 I burn, when he with Rude careſs, 

| | And drunken Fondneſs ſoils your Dreſs ; \ 


Or, as the Bliſs he raging Sips, 
h Imprints his Teeth upon your Lips. 


| | Yer don't, my Fair-one, think he'll prove 
Still conſtant, and you only love; 
Who 
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Who cou'd thoſe Lips fo rudely treat, 
Thoſe Lips as Cytherea's ſweet. 


Happy, thrice happy may we name 
The Pair, whoſe Paſſion 's ſtill the fame : 
No Quarrels &er diſtract their Peace; 


Death only makes their Union ceaſe, 
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The ELEVENTI ODE 
Of the SECOND BOOK of 


= OR ACE 


TRANSLATED. 
I. 


TO more, Dear Friend, perplex your Brain 


With Scythia's Sons or warlike Spain; 
What Meaſures they purſue: 
The Adriatick is between, 
Whate'er they Plot or do, the Scene 
Is far remov'd from you. 
II. 
Life 's but a Span, it's Wants are few; 
Then prithee make not this adoe; 
Youth's Bloom will ſoon be Oer, 
And in it's Room old Age come on; 
When lo! the Joys of Love are gone, 
And Sleep is ſweet no more. 


III. Spring 
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III. 

Spring does not ſtill the ſame appear, 
Nor the bright Moon one Viſage wear; 
Why wilt thou rack thy Brain ? 

To Fathom the Deſigns of Heav'n 
Was never to a Mortal giv'n, 
Thy Search is all in vain. 
IV. 
Why don't we rather, ſtretch'd at Eaſe 
Beneath the Shade of yonder Trees, 
Enjoy Life while we may ; 

With Oils and Roſes ſcent our Hair, 
And thus devoid of Thought and Care, 
In Drinking ſpend the Day. 

V. 
The Jolly God of Wine controuls 
Each Care that broods o'er mortal Souls“ 
What Boy is there to wait ? 
Who ſhall attend us as we Dine, 
With the next Stream to mix our Wine, 


And quench it's burning Heat? 
VI. The 


42 ODE XI. Book II. 


1 VI. 


| The wand'ring Fair who'll bring along, 
Io entertain us with a Song ? 


1 Let her her Head attire 

li Like Sparta's Daughters, if ſhe pleaſe ; 
1 We ſtand on no ſuch Points as theſe 

If ſhe but bring her Lyre. 
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The 


The THIRD ODE 
Of the SECOND BOOK of 


H OR AU 
TRANSLATED. 
I. 
F. Fortune, Delli, prove unkind, 
Let not her Frowns deject your Mind ;. 
Nor raiſe your Hopes too high, 
Building on her. deceitful Smiles; 
Conſider various are her Wiles, 
And you were born to die; 
II. 
Whether your Days you chooſe to ſpend, 
In Melancholy without End; 
Or in ſome private Field, 
On each returning Feſtival, 
Yourſelf and Friends with Wine regale, 
The beſt your Cellars yield: 


III. Where 
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III. 
Where the white Pop'lar and tall Pine 
Their Branches lovingly entwine, 

And ſorm a pleaſant Shade; 
Where Rills in winding Channels ſtray, 
And guggling work and force their Way 

Along the verdant Mead: 
IV. 
Hither your Wines and Ointments bring, 
And the ſhort Glory of the Spring, 
The Roſes fragrant Flow'r ; 
Whilſt both your Income and your Years, 
And the three Siſters fatal Shears 


Yet leave it in your Pow. 
Vi. 


Your Lands and Houſes you muſt leave; 
Your Villa waſh'd by Tyber's Wave; 

Your Riches without End, 
Heap'd up by you with Thought and Care, 
Believe me, to your joyfull Heir 


Muſt all one Day deſcend. 
VI. Say 


Ovrsz IM. Boor:K 


VI. 
Say where the mighty Diff rence then, 
Whether amongſt the Sons of Men 


You claim the foremoſt Place ? 
Or meanly born reſign your Breath 
On the cold Earth, ſince after Death 
All vain Diſtinctions ceaſe : 
VII. 
Death knows nor Pity nor Remorſe; 
All ſoon or late muſt feel his Force; 
Charon, as from the , Urn 
Of Fate leaps forth each Mortal's Lot, 
Seizes, and wafts him in his Boat 


Thither, whence none return. 
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The FOURTH ODE 
Of the SECOND BOOK of 


= © R A CE. 9 


LIMIT ATE D. 
+44 
O longer of the World afraid, 
1 Dear Friend, indulge this fooliſh Shame ; 
What if Folks ſay you've kiſs'd your Maid, 
Haughty Achilles did the ſame. 
II 
Great Ajax, Heart Tecmeſſa won, 
Tho” but the Captive of his Arms; 
Caſſandra too, for Atreus Son, 
Tho' forc'd before, had till her Charms; 


III. 
When now her Armies overthrown, 


And Hector Troy's Support and Stay 
Stretch'd in the Duſt had left the Town 


To the faint Greeks an eaſy Prey. 


IV. Who 


) 
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IV. 
Who knows what Honour ſhe may bring 
To one in your exalted State? 
Sure ſhe's the Daughter of ſome King, 
And mourns her inauſpicious Fate. 
V. 
Never believe that one ſo Chaſt 
Was either baſely bred or born ; 


That ſhe on whom your Love you've plac'd, 


Cou'd owe her Birth to one you'd ſcorn, 
VI. 
Her Face and well-turn'd Shape I praile, 
Yet let not this alarm your Breaſt ; 


Deſire elſewhere thoſe Charms might raiſe, 


The Time o'Day with me 1s paſt, 
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The TwELFTH OD E 
=rce FIRST oo of 


HO R A CE 


TRANSLATED. 


I. 
HAT Chief or Heroe doſt thou chooſe ; 


In Strains ſublime to celebrate ? 
What Godhead ? Say whoſe Name, O Muſe, 
The wanton Eccho ſhall repeat; 


II. 
In Helicon's or Pindus Shade, 


Or Hæmus for it's Cold renowan'd, 
Where Orpheus tun'd his Lyre (tis ſaid) 
And ſtrait the Trees obey'd the Sound. 


III. 
Who equalling his Mother's Skill, 


Cou'd Stop ſwift Torrents with his Song; 
The whiſtling Tempeſt's Fury ſtill, 
And draw the liſt'ning Oaks along. 


IV. To 
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IV. 
To what ſhall I adapt my Voice? 
What Subject rather chooſe to fing ? 
Than wha our Fathers made their Choice, 
Great Jove of Men and Gods the King: 
V. 
Who o'er this Globe extends his ſway, 
Wiſely diſpoſing al! Things here; 
Whole Nod the raging Seas obey, 
Who gives it's Seaſons to the Year, 
VI. 
Than whom nought greater can ariſe, 
Equal to whom no Being's known; 
Vet the next Honours of the Skies 
Minerva claims, and calls her own. 
VII. 
Nor ſhall thy Brav'ry in my Verſe, 
Bold Bacchus, unregarded go ; 
The Virgin Huntreſs III rehearſe, 
And Phabus dreadfull for his Bow: 
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Alcides ev'ry hardy Deed, 


VIII. 


And Leda's Twins renown'd in Fight, 
One for the Manage of the Steed, 
One skill'd to aim the Cæſtus right. 
IX. 
Soon as whoſe Friendly Stars appear, 
Loud Billows laſh the Rocks no more, 
Huſh'd are the Winds, the Heavens clear, 
And the calm'd ſurge forgets to roar. 
But who ſhall next adorn my Lay ? 
Quirinus great, or Numa good? 
Proud Tarquin!s too imperious Sway, 


Or Cato glorious in his Blood. 
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In lofty Numbers TY enroll 
The Scauri, Regulus, and Paul * 
So prodigal of his great Soul, 


When Carthage triumpb'd in ae Fall. 


#1, Amilivs Paulus, lain at the Battle of Cannæ. 


With 
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XII. 
With theſe Fabricius I'll compare, 
Rough Curius, and Camillus great, 
Who roſe to head our Troops in War 
From a low Cott and ſmall Eſtate. 
XIII. 
Marcellus, like a thriving Tree, 
Is ſtill increaſing in his Fame; 
Whilſt ev'ry Day inſenſibly 
Brings new additions to his Name. 
XIV. 
Yet Julius all outſhines, as far 


As in ſome calm unclouded Night 


The Moon outſhines each twinkling Star 
Eclips'd by her ſuperior Light, 
XV. 
Father and Guardian of Mankind 
Great Jove, to you by Fate we know 
The care of Czſar's Life aſſign'd, 
Your Repreſentative below. 


Whether 
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XVI. 


Whether the Parthians he o'ercome, 
That Latium's peacefull Coaſts infeſt, 

Or move the Scene of War from Home, 
And with his Arms ſubdue the Eaſt j 

XVII. 

Impartial ſhall he rule the World, 
Vet ſtill ſubordinate to ove; 

Whilſt from above your Bolts are hurld, 
And fall on each polluted Grove. 
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